EDUCATION
copy of Scott's Betrothed. I know not if its title had lured the
heaft of a servant who brought it there (for they are warm-
hearted people in farm kitchens and bothies), or whether
there was such a robust admirer of Sir Walter on that steading
as to value this unfortunate tale just because it was his. How-
ever, it had there no owner, and I carried it away with me.
The haunting jingle of the wraith :
<c Widow*d wife and wedded maid,
Betrothed, betrayer, and betrayed "
and the gripping rhymes at the head of some of the chapters
carried me through. Thus I had a hard introduction to
Scott. It was a dull road to a delectable land, wherein I
have been wandering ever since and where, so soon as I
enter, youth is renewed by magic refreshment. When I go
back in the body to the places where " my young footsteps
in infancy wandered " Scott meets me at niy fireside, and
whether I hold Waverley or Rob Roy, Redgauntlct or Guy
Mannmng) or any of the others in my hand, the Wizard is the
Wizard still, the drudgery of life ends, and the days pass in
glorious companionship with that wonderful pageant of
humanity into wliich Scott breathed the breath of life.
* This world of being and events created by the imagina-
tion of man suddenly expanded, and I roamed far and deep
into it when a son of the village returned to die at his mother's
fireside. He had been a watch-maker and had been South,
where he had bought liberally of those books that were sold
in monthly parts, and had bound them. Amongst them
were Dickens and Burns, Shakespeare and Elegant Extracts.
He doted upon them. When I first saw him, he was sitting
bent-shouldered, pale and thin, stooping over .one of them.
His white skeleton hands rested on its pages while he gasped
for breath. I was afraid to approach him. I felt awe and
dread for one looking so closely upon eternity. With feeble
breath that he seemed unable to command, he told me of the
pleasure he had from Pickwick. His checks flushed as merri-
ment strove to elude the grasping hand of death, and he had
to pause, for his cough was sore upon him* At the end of
each attack, he pushed his dark hair from his brow, which
he wiped with a large handkerchief* I saw the perspiration